


/>i i€5 1*: .'..v-'<'-r^t-.<c:i-.-u-y»r 


Prw, Y our money* 
A?/#. ViILunes. 


The Hijtoric 

As they are piaring , the Prince and Pc met 
fet vponthewjy they all runne a'Way 3 and 
Talflalffe after a blo\X> or /wo runs atyay 
toojeautng the bootie behindethem . 

Pr/A/.Got with much cafe.Now merrily to horfe; the thecues 
are Scattered ^and poflellwith feare fo ftrongly, that diey dare 
not meete each otlier,cach takes his fellow for an officer, away 
good Ned, Falflalffc fweates to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he waHces along, vver’t not for laughing I fhould pittie him, 

. femes. How the rogue rpar’d. Exeunt ♦ 

.Enter Hot ffur folus y reading a letter. 

But for mine otynepart.my Lordj I could be well contented to bea 
there 3 in refpett dfthe lone I beareyour honfe. 

He could be contented,\vhy is he not then ? in the refpett of 
the loue he beares our houle: lie fhewes mthisjhe loues his own 
barne better then he loues our houfe. Let me fee fome more. 

The phrpofeyou undertake is dangerous , 

Why that's certaine, t'is dangerous to take a cold,to ileepe, 
to drinke,butltell you (my Lordfoole) out ofthis nettle dan- 
ger, we plucke this flower lafetie. 

T he purpofe you undertake is dangerous , the friends you haue na^ 
med vneertaine , thetimeit felfe vnforted, and your whole plot too 

light y for the count erpoyfe offo great an oppofition. 

Say you fo, fay you fo. I lay vntoyou againe , you are a fhal- 
low cowardly Juncle,and you lye: what a lacke-braine is this? by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot, as euer was laid,our friends true 
and conftant; a good plot, good friends, & ful ofexpettation.*an 
excellent plot, very good friends} what afroltie lpirited rogue is 
this? why,my Lord of Yorke commends the plot,andthe gene- 
rall courleofthe Aftion # ZoundesandI werenowby this ral- 
call,I could bratne him with his Ladies fanne. Is there not my 
father, my vnclc, and my lclfc, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my 
Lord of Y orke,and Owen Glendower ? is there net befides the 
Dowglas?haue I not al their letters to meete me in armes by die 
ninth of the next month, and are they not fome of them fetfor- 
ward alreadie? what a pagan rafcall is this, and infidel? Ha, you 
ihall fee now in very fincentie or fear e and cold heart , will he to 
thcKmg, and lay open all our proceedings. 0, 1 could dcui dc 
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jnv felfe, & go to buffets, for mouingfuch a difli of skim nulkc 
with fo honorable an affion. Hang lum,let him tell the king, we 
are prepared:! will fet forward to night. Enter h,s Lady. 

How now Kate, I muftleaue you within thefe two houres? 

Lady. O my good Lord, why areyou thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banifht woman from my Harries bed? 

Tell me,fweet Lord, what i s’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomake, pleafurejandthy golden ileepe? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth? 

And ftart fo often when thou fitll alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefti bloud in thy cheekes? 

And giuen my treafures and my rights’ ot thee 
To thicke eyde mufing, and curft melancholy? 

In thy faint flumbers, 1 by thee haue watcht. 

And heard thee murmur tales of yronwars, 

Speake tearmesofmannage to thy bounding ftced. 

Cry courage to the field* And thou hall talkt 
Of fallies, and retyres of trenches, tents. 

Of pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin, 

Of prifonersranfome,andof fouldiours flame, 

And all the currents of a heddy fight, 

Thyfpirit within thee hath binfoatwar. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleene^ 

Thatbcdsof fweathaue ftood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbeditreame, 

And in thy face ftrange motions haue appeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath, 

On fome great fuddaine haftc*0,whatpottents are thefe? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand, 

And I rauft know it, elle he loues me not. 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the packet gone? 

Ser. He is, my Lord, an hourc ago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thole horfes from the Sheriffe? 
Ser. One horfe, my Lord, he brought euen now. 

Hot. What horfe, Roane? acropeare, isitnot? 

Ser. It is my Lord, 
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